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rable the Earle of Oxenford. &c. 
Ode. i. Strophe.1. 


Dis earth. is the nouriſhing feate, 
| As well that deliners fo cate: 
As cls thꝛowes out all that we can 
Deuiſe, that ſhould be na defull foze 
The health, of oz diſeaſe 02 ſoze, 
; The houſhald companions of man, 
And this carth, hath hearbes ſoueraine, 
Mo empeach ſickneſſes ſodaine, 
If they be well aptlie applide, 
And this pearth, ſpues vp many a bzenage, 
Ok which if we knew well the vſage: 
Would fozce the fozce Acherontide, 
Bzeefe, it lendes vs all that we haue. 
With fo liue: and it is our graue. 
But with all this, pet cannot giue, 
Us fapꝛe renowmes, when we be dead, 
And in dede they are onclic made, 
By our obe vertues whiles me line. 


Antiſtrophe. 


g and Parbles (all be they lo ſtrong, ) 
Cannot maintaine our renowmes long: 
And neither they he but abuſes, 
To thinke that other thinges haue puiſſaunce, | 
To make foz time any reũſtaunce, 
Saue onelie the well ſinging Mules. 
And the fayze Muſes that pꝛouide, 
Foz the wile, an immoztall name: | | 
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Ode. / 


Do neuer garniſhe any bead. 

With Lawzell, by beareſay of Fame, 
No22 euerie one that can rime, 

Maſt not thinke to triumph on time. 
Foz they give not their Diuine furie, 
Lo euerie doting troupe that comes. 
No2 the touch of eu'rie ones thommes, 
Is not of an eternall durie. 


Epode. 


CNo, no, the high ſinger is bes 
Alone : that in the ende muſt be 
Made pꝛoude, with a garland lyke this, 

And not eu'rie ryming nouice, 

Chat wꝛites with ſmall wit, and much paint: 
And the (Gods knowe) idiot in vaine, 

Foz it's not the way to Farnaſſe, 

Noz it wyll neither come to palle , 

Af it be not in ſome wile fiction, 

And of an ingenious inuenſion: 

And infanted with pleaſant trauaill, 

Foz it alone muſt win the Laurell. 

And onelie the Poet well bozne, 

Muſt be he that goes to Farnaſlus ; 

And not theſe companies of Aﬀes , 

Chat baue bzought verce almoſt to ſcozne, 


| 


Strophe, 2- 


C ꝙaking ſpeake (her with a ſwete bzute) 

The ten diuers tongues of my Lute, 

I will Fredone in thy honour, 

Theſe renowmed ſongs of Pindar : 4 
And immitate foz thee Dewey , 

Horace, that bzaue Latine Parper, 


and 
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Ode. 


And ffand by Nymphes Aganapide, 
Stand vp my wantons Parnaſside, 
Stand vp wantons and that we ſing, 
A new? dittie Calaborois, 
Co the Iban harpe Thebanons , 

Chat had ſuch a murmuring ſtring. 

Fo2 J will ſhewt,here with mp verces, 
(Following the auncient traces) 

As high vp to the apze this Hymne, 

(With a ſtrong bowe and armes, pꝛeſumpllous) 
As Deuer is both wiſe and vertuous, 


And as of my Harpe, he is digne, 
Antiſtrophe. 


¶ Muſes, yon haue had of pour father, 
Onelie, the particuler fauer, 

To kepe fro the rene enfernall : 
And therefoze my wantons come ſing, 


- Upan pour molt beſt ſpeaking ſtring, 


His name that doth cheriſhe you all. 
Come Nimpbes while J haue a deſire, 

To ſtrike on a well ſonnding Lyre, 

Ok our vertues Deuer the name. 

Deuer, that bad giuen him in parte: 

The Loue, the Warre, Honour, and Arte, 
And with them an eternall Fame. 

Come Nimphes, pour puiſſaunce is diuine: 
And to thoſe that you ſhe w no fauour⸗ 
Muicklie thep are depziude of honour, 
And llaues to the chaines Coſsitine. 


Epode, 


Amongff our well renowmed men, 
exer merits a ſꝑluer pen, 
A. ij. Eter⸗ 
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Ode. 


Eternallp to wife his honour, 

And J ina well poliſht verſe, 

Can ſet bp in our Uniacrſe, 

A Fame, to endure fo2 euer. 

And kylde with a Furiæ extreme, 
Upon a well ſuperbus ryme: 

(Dn a ryme, and both ſtrong and true) 
A wpll (Dexer ) puche thy lonanges, 
To the cares of people eſtraunges: 
And rauiſhe them with thy vertue, 
Vnt in trueth J bſe but to ſing, 
After the well intuned ring, 

Df eyther of the great Prophees , 
Oꝛ Thebain, oz Calaborois ; 

Df whether of whome pet the voice, 
Path not bene knowne to our Poets . 


Strophe. 3, 


But what (hall J beginne fo touch: 

O Muſcs what haue J begunne , 

But ſpeake wantons, what haue J donne: 
Take it of the charge is to much. 

Ho, no, if J would there were made, 


A could fake an entpꝛe Iliade, 
Ok onelie his noble antiquitie. 


But bis vertues would bluſhe with ſhame: 
If JI ſhould not by his owne name, 

Giue him a laude to our poſteritie. 

But if J will thus like Pindar, 

In many diſcourſes Egar , 

Befoze J wyll come to my point: 

Oz, o2 touch his infinitie 

Df vertnes , in this Poiclic , 

Dur ſong wyll neuer be conioint. 


An- 


Ode. 


Antiſtrophe. 


¶ Fo2 who marketh better then har, 

Mhe ſeuen turning flames of the @kis ! 

Oꝛ hath read moze of the antique, 

Bath greater knowledge in the tongues: 

Oꝛ vnderſtandes ſoner the ſownes, 

Ok the learner to lone Puſique. 

D2 elſe who hath a fayzer grace, *' 

An the Centauriane arte of Thrace, 

Palfe- hoꝛſe, balfe-man, and with leſſe paine, 
Toth bzing the Cozfſer,indomtable, 
To pteld to the rapnes of his bzidle ; 
Uaulting, on the edge of a plaine. 
And if pleaſes me to ſape tw, 

(With a louange, J pꝛoteſt true) 


That in England we cannot ſe, 


Any thing lyke Deuer, but ha. 
Onelie himlſelfe he muſt reſemble, 
Uerfues ſo much in him aſſemble , 


Epode. 


and nought eſcapes out of my hand, 
In this Ode, but it's veritck: 

And here I [weare Dever tis thee , 
That art oznament of England. 
Uaunting me againe of this thing: 
Which is, that J ſhall neuer ſing, 

A man ſo much honourcd as the, 
And both of the Muſes and me , 

And when J gette the ſpople of Thebes , 
Hauing charged it on my ſhoulders, 
In verſes exempte fro the webbes, 
Df the ruinous Filandinge ſyſters ; 


4 
| 
: 


Ode. 
to bullde ther a glozie , 


¶ In meane while, take this lyftle thing: 
But as (mall as it is: Deuere, 

Uaunt vs that neuer man befoze, 
Now in England, knewe Pindars ſtring, 


„Nes cares patria , Me cara Ia mags. 


Sonnet tothe Reader. 


Hou find'ſt not heere, neither the furious alarmes, 
Of the pride of Spaine,or ſubtilnes of Franca: 
Nor of the rude Engliſh, or mutine Alam: 

Nor neither of I aples, noble men of armes. 

No, an Infant, and that yet ſurmounteth Knights: 
Hath both vanquiſhed me, and alſo my Maſe. 

And vvere it not: this is a lawfull excuſe. 

If chou hearſt not the report, of their great fights, 
Thou ſhale ſee no death of any valliant ſoldier, 

And yet l ſing the beauty of a fierce vvartier. 

And amore alone mult ſtrike on my Leer, 

And but Froto I knowe no other Muſe. 

And harłe all you that are lyke vs amourous, 

and you that are not, goe read ſome other where. 


Sonnets. 1. To his Myſtreſſe Diana, 


Tun to pou Dian, that J heut togethers , 
Guien me aud my voice, making pou the 1doll : 
To which J offer both the body and ſoule, 
Of thele teares of my eyes, that fall herre like rivers: 


But 


ö rn thats 


Bat tn ſome thinges fabeloas , you muſt be content 

To ſee what it u, of vs Lovers the flame, 

Ind reade pou malt vnder a Goddeſſes name, - 

Ot pour beates the aznament. | 

And Where as theſe are to apayſe pour cruelties: 
| Shall not pꝛoſcribe well, your excellent rareties. 
Eccuſe mee Nymphe, as pou would haue in ſome altre, 
Df heauen pour fapze ſemblance : foz J doo not meane, 
To ling pou now: but Dian, when you haut bene, 

MWoze gratious vnto m: I Wwpll ling pou bettet. 


Sonnet. 2. 


* Greeke Poet to whome Bathill was the guide, 
Made her (mmoztall, by that which he did ling : 
Ind (were it ſo Janome not but) of Cor ine, 
we faine the patrone of the Latine Ouide, 

Ind lince them (Perrarque) a Wile Florentine, 

HDath turnde is into a tree of Baye. 

And he that ſoong the eldeſt daughter of Troye , 

In Fraunce hath made of her, an aſtre Dune 
And ye theſe knowne men, can pour Sootbern, 
And as long as Engliſhe laſtg,tmmaztall you. 

J the peane of Soothern Will my fame Diana , 

Wake thee immoꝛtall: if thou wilt giue him fanonr ; 

Foz then her ll ſing Petrark, Tien, Ovide, Ronſat: 

Ind make thee Callander, Corine, Bathyll, Lauta. 


mite tw 


Sonnet. 3. 


12 death that deſpiſes at all kinde of beautie, 
And would make all loue,goe into Chatons paſſage : 


would haue hit the eyes, wherein Jline in ſeruage ; 
The eyes both to tape. and too full of crucitic . 
But Cupid that ſtyll tn thoſe eyes was indompted : 
The infant knew well, where after this death ſought : 
Aud began to crie (death) if thou ende t thought, 
we all neither of vs, be againe redoubted . 
But (death) if thout let me liue in theſe eyes ſtyll: 


Thou ſhait ſe ( O then) how nodelly n. 


Hoyſe 


ymphes : ſhawld fozce the hearts rebellant : 
She gaue her the malle, of beanties excellent, 
That ſhe keepe ſince long, in her coffers in toze . 
L 


And ſwoze that it ſhould make her ſo fap;e a ;Nneone, 

Of beautte : that the Gods ſhould dwell in her eyes. 
But ſhe hardlie was come to vs, fro aboue : 
Though?but my loule was inflamed with her louc. 
Ind Jſerue her in ſpite of the troupe Ccleft, 25 
Foz tell mee :? did not thep lykewtſe dane? 
That in reward of mp lone, ſhe ſhewd againe, | 
Eſteeme me onely, and onelp, loue me deft, 


Sonnet. 5. 


Of ſtars, and ot fozreſts, Dian. ia the honoz 2 

And to the (cas, to the Goddeſſe, ts the guide: 
And ſhe hath Luna, Charon, and Eumenide: 

To make bzightnes, to giue death, and to cauſe hozroz « 
And my warricr,mp light ſhines in thy fapze cpes : 

My dꝛead is of the, the to great excellence: 

Thy woꝛdes byll mee: and thus thou halt the puiſſannce, 

Ok her that rules the fiodes and ipghtnes the ſkies. 
Andas ſyluer Pheb, is the aſter, moſt clare : 
So is thp beauty the beauty, the moſt rare. 
wherefoze J call thee Dian, fog thy beantee . 

thy — — ao 


ye 8 
Ind oneiy becauſe of thy great cruelts, 
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And that deere in theſe mozie groues, 
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O Pyladeus, and of Orelteus, fue hane 
many diſputes , tn the tempic of death 2 
Inv im he Church af Troy, we gone Chord 
made Caſſander bharnes his graue 
And there iu one, on the mountaine Caucaſcin , 
With an E agle, on his heart 
Ind there is a ſtone of a mad 
— — —ͤ—4ẽỹͤGιP ei 
Thele temples, and this roche. ia in my bist: 
The church is my ſoule, the flint « wy manage 
os Papartnndy — — 
21 wing ew yur te tures 5 tes veie 
haut the paine 
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Ot Promer, foznot 
Th'S agie's cruell, and (Nymobe)pou are rigrous. 


Sonnet. 7. 


] In not (my craeUl warrier ) the Theb4in, 
That mp infancie, woa ld be ſtrangled with Serpents : 
Noz neither did mp nurſe giue the any tozments : 
noz I ſuckt neither Vropz nog Elthiin. 
I came not (my warrier) of the bia Lidain 2 
Noz nepther am TJ of the race of 1xion : 
Hon loue, neither bare my mother, affcction : 
Noz Jam notnfant E er, nog Danain , 
Ne J am neither tl nephew of Atlas, 
That made the earth dzonke, with the blod of ArgulT : 
But pet I know wherefoze I haue all mp wounds. 
'J am none of theſe which J haut ſapd (On) 
But Jem that verie miſerable man, 
who (0 regarding the, was taten of Houndeg . 


Elegia. 1. Tothe Echon. 


O 1 boice, that doit annſwer*, 
The wepings of my care: 


mt eg ee 


Haſt pittie on my dolance, 
By, And 


a - 
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And the of whome the emptie mouth, 
(At leaff) doth make a ſemblavunce, 
Co feele my wounds that p2oceede of 


Two epes, to græne, and fap2e. 
_ Dſpeake 


cept I 


ſince thou canſt not liue ex- 
hall give the bꝛethe: 


And ſince my græuous voice, is ona⸗ 


lie the nurce of thy ſteme: 
I crying Dian, why mateſt thou 
Dye lohn, aunſwer agen: 


Wouldſt thou J lou de no moze, 
Oꝛ doſf thou P2opbeſie my death, 


D no 


ble Nymph fell mee, oz doſf 


Thou now inflame againe, 


Oz is it 


With the antiqueus amoz , that 
Thou louedlſt ſo in vaine. 


that remembzing mp 


Loue, J ſhould pittie thine , 


Foꝛ tbe like dolloz that thou hadff, 
Euen the like do J ſuffer : 


And the like amoze that thou had, 


Che like to me doth offer: 


Saue that thy loue was not ſo fayze, 
Nozlo cruelly as mine, 


WV 


Elegia. 2. TotheGods. 


en the eye of the wozld | 
bis golden ſhining — vgs 5 


In the large Occean ſeas: and that 


They baue couerd the lyght : 


lleepy night, 


Js ſpzeded both ouer the earth, 
The waters and the ayze, 


But J chaunge nature then ? Foz than, 
Doth my bzighteſt Auror, 
In aſwete dꝛeame pꝛeſent her ſelſe, 
O dzeame, no dꝛeame: but well, 
The Ambrozic, the Nectar, and 
Lhe Manna, Eternell. 
And to be b:eefe , a viſion that 
Jlyke a God adoze, 
Mheref ue farewell. day of nights,and 
Welcome night waking dape: 
A11) farewell waking,of my Clepe, 
W-lcome 1 xpe, lpuing tope , 
But wat ſay I. mo wealth is falſe, 
And mp cuill verita-ble : 
And J plaine of them both, foz J 
Paue in neither delight: 
Ec:ept pe Gods will ſhoꝛt theſe dapes, 
An? eterniſhe this nighk: 
An that G3) that will do if, ſhall 
be a Bod charita-ble, 


Elegia. 3, To hic Diana. 


IS the ſecretneſſe of my thoughtes, 
CUere opened to pou, 
Oꝛ if elſe my doloꝛous heart, 
Bad of ſpeaking the vſage : 
Oꝛ (warrier) if my conſtancie, 
Were painted in mp viſage: 
Oꝛ that if ye knewe my tozment, 
How it is great and true. 
Oꝛ, oz it any golden wo2des, 
In well compaſed verſe, 
Could liuelelie ſhewe the pidure, 
Ot an amourous rage: 
B. in. The 
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Diana... 


Chen ould J without doubt amo⸗ 
liche a Tigers courage, 
And moae to pittie (warrier) if 
it were the bnigerce. : 
Bat ſince wozdes,neither can ate 
Py amoze,no2 my paine : 
Tyme ſhall it ſelfe, witnefſe how much 
Both are in me certaine : 
And that of m paſſioned ſoule, 
The Diuine great loyalties : - 
Da the ſacredneſſe of all o⸗ 
thers, J of the Gods paſſe : 
And moze then the ſpluer maie⸗ 
ties, of your Chziſtall face, 
Underneath, tother Phebes, do 
Excell all other Beutzs. 


Sonnet.s9. 


'F Hough J wich to haue pour fauour, which is ſuch. 
That it is but foz Gods , thinke pou my Audice, 

Like his that in pour ſteede, dyd a clowde tmbzace ; 
Oz his that was a harte by ſeing ſo much. 

©; would du elſe becauſe of my hautaine thought, 
That I might augment the Sepulchzes of Thrace 

Oz that I were as the giant Briaris ; 

Oz paide lpke the Wagoner ſo euelie taught 

No2 ipbertie, Rome, thy wzath the ſeas (Diia ) * 

Greefe , Pirats » thy merie Mult ſaue Anon 

Oz if thou wylt none of theſe afozeſapde thinges : 

Becauſe thou laplt that mp mindes are ſet ſo high, 


I thou thinklt I beginne tpke Icir to fie : 
Since th eyes are my ſonne, let thy loue be mp winges. 


Sonnets. 9. 


Cle after our deathes, a thing mani-feft , 
_ we bothe gos to hell, and latter helliſhe paines ; 


* 
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you, tes your rigour, J,koz my thoughts | 
That attempt to-loue a e 
But as foz mee J ſhall be lyttle afflicted, | 
(my warrier) that muſt haue the tozment : 
that but, in ſeeing pon am content : 

por, with mee, Ill bieſſe the place ſo much deteſted. 
And my ſoule that is raued with pour fare epes, 
In the midſt of heli, wyll eſtabliſhe, a ſkepes 3; 
Making ny bzight dap,mn the eternall night. 
Im when all the dar2ned elſe are in annoy: 
u \mple in that glozie , ſering pan mp iop: 
nd being once there, goe not out of our light, 


Tis 
Fo; 


Sonnet. 10. 


He hengens willing ſhew lauour among our paines 
And to mt both ranne, of my weping the ſtrrame: 
And aiſo eternall, your rigoz extreame 2 
turnd poar cart, to rocke,and my epes tofountapnes : 
And Copid doth bathe him in my ſplucr ryuers: 

And being come out, of the fiodes, of mp pll : | 

He fic3 to pour rocke, where as vpon a byll, 

The lyt tie wanton, doth pzime,and rowſe his fcatherg. 
But when thy winter comes, and that thou art olde, 
Felling thy rocke-hart,vnder his tallong colde: 

Her'il byd thce adicw with an eternau farewell 

And then thou haſt fapze to ſap Loue is a rage: 

Olde folke ſap ſo, cauſe Cupid doth abhszre age: 

But were they lou de then, N doubt th'cd not be cruell. 


Elegia, 4. To the pri- 
ſoners. 


CC Vpid hath ſwelde my ſtomacke, with 

On ſuch a ſacred popſon, 

And J am in Quene Venus fefs 
ters, ſo well entertained 3 


mo_— „ 
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I thinke my (clfe well happy, to 
Be in a Womans pziſcn, 
Now ? As foz pou w2etches that no- 
thing, but pꝛons can puniſhe, 
If you lyſt you may haue a hope, 
fo be at lyber- tie: 
But as ſo mee ? I tell pou, J'll 
die in capfiui-fle; 0 
Conſuming bere in the quicke-fil- 
uer-fayꝛe · eyes of my Goddeſſe, 
And well J am contented in- 
dede, with her extreme rigoze. 
Swearing , that J neuer fell in 
My ſoule lo great a doloze, 
As when J thinke foz her likewiſe, 
Some other ſhould haue paſſizn, 
And with all this f@, pet 3 haue 
Neither loſt all my iudgement: 
Foz we (ape that man is happy, 
onelie, that is weil content, 
And J tell you, (you wzetches ) it 
is all my contentation, 


Elegia. 5, To his thoughts, 


MP thoughts, fo full of thought, to thoughts 
* full thoughts giuc nom? Kepoſe, 
Both to mp dolefull ſoule , and to 
my hope that is in vaine: 
Foz weil though my teares dzop,fro my 
eyes like a ſwiſt fountaine ? 


Purmw 


Purmuring my Alas: ſhe hearke- 
neth not to my pꝛopoſe. 

My thoughts, to full of thought, and to 

Farre engrau'n in my heart. 

Py thoughts to full of thought,that giue 
mee ouer to mp doloze : 

Py tFoughts tw thoughtfull, if you pꝛo⸗ 

pole pet any moze langoze : 

Py thought full thoughts, (O Gods) do ad⸗ 
uaunce therewithall my mozt. 

And Opinaſtres thoughts the cau⸗ 

ſers of my ertreeme paines. 

And thoughts that boyle this ſulfer hu⸗ 
moꝛ in my d2oping vaines. 

Speake thoughtfull thoughts , why fede you me 
With this Abiſt eſperaunce, 

When poſſeſſing the iope,of which 
J haue had ſuch deſp2es : 

And foz Idolling the fapze epes, 
In which are my plaſpꝛes: 

Jn the end thoughtes, foꝛ reward thought 
Doth bꝛede mee a repentaunce, 


Elegia. 6. To his Diana, 


MP hope doth tell mer, that after 
This great rigour , of you : 

J ſhall with ſacred guerdons, 

Be recom-penſed foz wzong : 

Shewing me that Jmerite it, 

Being patience ſo long. 

But this imagind hope, (mp cru⸗ 

ell warrier) is if true, 
Py hope doth tell mer to (Diana) 


That your Diuine brau- tie, 
C. i. Can⸗ 


* . 
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Diana.. 


Cannot be accompanied with 
Such crueltie as thine , 

Bat what is't (my angrie warrier) 
That peldes this plagne of mine: 

Fo2tune 2 02 the ozigene of 
The cauſe of cru-eltie, 
Py hope dwth tell mee tw (my war» 
ricr)that my dole full langoze 3 
TAlill in a paſſient ande, amo- 
liſhe pour extreme great rigoze : 

Che which all if if can, when pour 
Mothers gone we ſhall trie, 

But if ik cannot do it then, 
But would pet feede mee ffyll, 

With paces of time: J'll giue our: 
And euer after J will, 

Eſteeme our Foꝛtune, to much lowe, 
Foz a hope ſet lo high. 


Sonnet. 11. 


HE that was the firſt, that put theſe lyttie winges, 
On the backt of amoze, that high God immoztell: 
He might better haue had employed his penſell, 

To paint hopptng buttereflpes, oz Genny mens. 

But if in place of them, the doting fale had 
Painted his fierce bowe,and his rigoꝛous dzaftes, : 
Ind ſhewde what kinde of thinges, are his golden ſhaftes: 

Then had he berne apt to haue pamted a God. 
And vou that paint next, pou muſt vie other coloze: 
wherewith you map better ſhew his diuine rigoze: 
Ind koꝛ his bowe, giue him a great harquebous. 
Oꝛ belcue pou not. goe and looke on Dian, 
Ind hauing ſerne her fapze epes, I eſterme than, 
you'll giue him ſome thing moze then it rigo;oug. 


Conner. 


Diana. 
Sonnet. 12. 


Endas , Orpheus , Cephall , and Demophon : 
Df Pocris, of Eurydice, Phyllis, aud Creuſe: 
Haue made complaintes,as they haue berne amozous, 
Saying, theyz miſtrelſes, did do them all wzong, 
Though they acs to they; loues, did all amiTe, 
Foz one gaue Phyllis, a pooze mournefull ſe-quell, 
Ind th other, left Procns, tn the vall's of hell, 
Ind with t'others fault, di-ed Euridice 
Aeneas, the laſt was thought to haue leaſt fault. 
Thoagh the pzeſumpſlion is pet great foz all that. 
Bat (Dian) pou knoe ( Dian) pour amourous, 
Hath not — any 282 Prot, 1 
pou are Demoph, 1, Orpheus, Acne: 
Ind he be Eurid, 2 Creuſe. 


Sonnets. 13, 


E that wyll be ſable to Cupidos call, 

Is chaungd cuerie dap, I do not knoc how. 
And of this, I mp ſelfe haue made pzwues enowe. 
Is Mertamorphold, but wot not wherewithall, 
F#y:\t : I was turned to a wandering Harte, 

And ſawe my ſtomacke pierſt with a dotefull arrow , 
Nert? Into a Swan, and with a note of ſozrowe. 
I fozeſong mp death. in Elegicall arte. 

Since that, to a Flowze,and ſince withzed away: 
Since that,toa Fountaine, and ſince, I am dic: 
Ind now that Salamander, liue in my flame. 

But pe Gods, i eucr I haue mp owne chopce, 
Wylil be turn d. into a weil linging vopce: 
nd there in louange,the lapze cyrg of Wa-dame. 


Ode.z. to his Dians. Strophe 


A the little Meliſſet flpes, 
(VUanton enfantines of the Skpes) 
C. y. 


raith 


Diana. 


With their theniſhe pꝛetie tongettes, 

Take the beſt of the fapzeſt blomes, 

Maſoning it on their thpettes, 

And therewith build their honny commes, 
Euenſo with a ſpꝛite vigelant, 
J robbe here, the moſt extellant 

Bloſſomes: in. the garden Tbebein. 

And will that thzough the vninerce , 

The honny deſtyld in my verte: 

Beare out theſe fay2e griene eies of thine. 
And J will that our England ſg, 

By this Nectar, that 3 let fall 

On thee to annoint thee with all, 

What kinde of beauties are in the, 


Antiſtrophe. 


All the ſuperbus front iſpiſſes, 

And all the thꝛeatning ediffices, 
And all the high buildinges are loſt, 
Df Corintlua, in pzide extreme. 
But that which their Poets did bolt, 

will euer triumph ouer tyme. 
I I golde is Eliths Palaſe: 

And golde is the Church of Parnaſſe: 
And theſe that can enter therein, 
Happy are tbep, and euer ſhall 


Treade on the blacke rofe enfernall, 
Liuing with the enkant Troyen, 
That fylles the Nectar Olympien, 
Into the great cope of the God, 
That thondzed the menacing head, 
Df the high Orgullus Phlegren, 


What 


What, what, my fo cruell Diana, 


A number haue ercelde in Beautæ: 
And pet it is onelie Hellina, 
That lyues ; and where in ſaue in Poiſæ. 


Epode. 


But thou foz whome J w2it fo well : 
And that J wyll make eternell. 
And thou foz whome my holie paines, 
Darth chaſe ignozaunce held ſo long: 
Contoyning in a vulgar ſong: 
The ſecretes, both Grekes,and Lataines. 
Think t thou it is nothing, to haue 
The penne of Soothern foz thy krompet. 
Ves, yes, to whome Soothern is Pocte, 
The honour goes not fo the graue. 
And luno, it's an other thing, 
To heare a well learned voice ſing, 
Oz to ſe woꝛkes of a wiſe hand: 
Then it's to heare our doting rimoꝛs, 
Wrhaſe labours do bꝛing both diſhonozs, 
To themſelues, and to our England. 


FINS. 
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C. iii. Foure 


RT — — 


Gold, the 
beſt of all 
mettelles. 
Nightin- 

8 gale , the 
tweeteſt of 
all byrdes. 
And Roſes 
the faireſt of 
411 flowers, 


— — 


0 Four C Epytaphes, 
made by the Countes of Oxenford, 


aftcr the death of her young Sonne, 
the Lord Bulbecke, &c. 


Ad with mozning the Gads, left their willes vndon, 
They bad not ſo ſane berited ſuch a ſoule : 
On if the mouth, tyme dyd not glotton bp all. 
No2 J,no2 the wozld, were depzin'd of mp 
UWrihoſe bzeſt Venus, with a face dolefull and milde, 
Dotb wache with golden teares, inueping the ſkies : 
And when the water of the Goddeſſes eyes, 
Makes almoſt aliue, the Marble, of my Childe: 
Ons byds her leaue yll,þer dolloz ſo extreme, 
Telling her it is not, her young ſonne Papheme, 
To which ſhe makes aunſwer with a voice — 
(Feling therewith ber venime, to be moze bitter) 
As J was of Cupid, euen fo of it mother: 
„And a womans laſt chylde, is the moſt beloned, 


An other. 


N dolefull wayes 3 ſpend the wealth of my time: 

' Feeding on my heart, tbat ever comes agen, 

Since the oꝛdinaunce, ol the Deſtin's, bath ben, 

To end of the Saiſſons,of my pteres the pꝛime. 

Tith my Sone, my Gold. my Nightingale, and Roſe, 

Is gone: foz t was in him and no other where : 

And well though mine eies run downe like founfaincs 

The ſtone wil not ſpeak pet, that doth it inclole. (here, 
And Deſtins, and Oods, you might rather haue kanne, 


Py twentie pœres: then the two dates of my ſonne. 
| And 


N 
\ 


Epitapher. 


And of this wozld what Hall J hope, unte I knoe, .. 
{Tat in his refpec,it can pild me but molle: * 
Or what Gould J conſam2 any me in woe, 

When Deſtins, Gods, and wazlds,are all in my lose. 


An other. | 


% 


T Ve beuens, death, and lite? baue coniured my pll: 
Foz death bath take away the bzeath of myſonne: 
Che heuens receue, and conſent,that be hath donne: 
And my life doth kepe mie heere againſt my will. 
But ifour life be cauſ de with moiſfure and heate. 

J care neither fo2 the death, the life,noz ſkyes : 
Foz J'll ſigh bim warmth,and weat him with my eies: 
(And thus J ſhall be thought a ſecond Promec) 

And as fo life, let if do me all deſpite : 

Foz if it leaue me, J wall goe to my childe: 

And it in the heuens, there is all my delpght. 
And if J line, my vertue is immoꝛtall. 
„s that the heuens, death and life, when they do all 
„Their fozce : by ſozrowfull vertae th are beguild. 


An other. 


] Pall, foz Adon, neu'r ſhed ſo many feares : 
Noz Thet', fo; Pclid : noz Phocbus,fo2 Hyacinthas 3 
Noz foz Aris, the mother of Propheteſſes: 
As foz the death of Bulbecke, the Gods bane cares. 
At the b2ute of it, the Aphroditan Mugne, 
Canſed moze ſiluer to diſtpll fro ber epes: 
Then when the dzoppes of her cheekes rapſed Daiſyes: 
And to die with him, moztall, ſhe would haue bene, 
The Charts , fo2 it bzeake thetr Peruqs, of golde: 
The Mules, and the Nymphes of Caues: J beholde: 
All 


2 
* 
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Spitaphes. 


All the Gods under Olympus ars conffrainf, 
On Laches, Clothon, and A plaine. 


to 
And yet beautie, ſoʒ it doth make no complaint: 


Foz it liu de with him, and died with him againe, 


Others of the fowre laſt lynes, 
of other that ſhe made alſo. 


11 Py Sonne is gone? and with it. death end my ſozrow, 
12 But death makes mee annſwere 4 Madame, ceaſe theſs 
| 13 Py fo2ce is but on bodies of blod and bones: (mones; 


14 And that of yours,is no moze now,but a ſhadow, 


- Another. 


. 


1 Amphions wife was turned to a rotke. O 

12 How well J bad berne, had J had ſuch adventure, 

13 Foꝛ then J might againe bane bene the Depulcure, 
14 Df him that J bare in me; ſo long ago. 


E EINTS. /-© 


— 


Epitaph, made by hs 


Queenes Maieſtie, at the death 
ee the Princeſſe of 'Eſpinere. 


Wen the warrier Phorbus,goth to make bis round, 
With a painefall tourte, to to ther Hemiſphere: 
A darke ſhadowe, a great hozroz,and a feare, 

In J knoe not what clowdes inueron the ground. 
And euen ſo foz Pinoy, that fayze vertues Lady, 

(Although lupiter haue in this Orizon, 

Pade a tarre of her, by the Ariadnan crowne) 
Moꝛns, dolour, and grefe,accompany our body. 

O Atropos, thou haſt done a wozke per · nerſt. 

And as a byꝛde that hath loſt both young, and neſt: 
About the place where it was, makes many a tourne, 
Euen ſo doth Cupid,that infaunt,God,of amoze, 

Flie about the tombe, where ſhe lpes all in doloze, 
Weeping foz her eies, wherein he made ſoiourne, 


FINIS. 


V Verſes taken out of his . 


Hymnes, and Elegias all dedicated or ſent 
to his Miſtreſle Diana. 


A which vou aſk't my name (confelle £ leo. 
pour ſelfe, if't be not ſo) * 
And whether J befoze, had e 
uer bene in louc oz no. 


D. i. 


Elina, 


Diana. 
Py name,quoth J. is Soothern 5 and 
Madame, let that ſaſfice : 


Chat Soothern which will rayſe the Eng- 


liſne language fo the Skies. 
The wanton of the Muſes , and 
Whoſe well compoſed ryme, 
Will liue in deſpite of the benens, 

And Triumph ouer yan. ic. 


T But how tant are the wozdes contra- 


„ ric to the dadesof men, 

The ſelfe ſame night J went where 1 
admy2ed pou agen. 

Pour ſylner Phebes epes, and pour 
Well ſet and criſped beair : 

Pour Venus poate,and pour counts- 
naunce of the God of war ; 

Pour Iban thzote, your marble bzow, 
With pour ſoft cherkes of Roſes : 

And your Straberie lyps, wherein 
Pour teeth of pcarle repoſes. 

B2efe,J ſaw you (Dian) in whome 

The Gods did all their beſt, 


| To ſe what they could do, u hen they 


E legia. 


Would frame a wozke Celeſt. ec. 


„But how baine and ſhozt are the de- 
„ lightes and plaſires humaine. 


„ And ok the ſolace of this wozld ; 


„ What elſe doth there remaine, 
„Dauing but repentaunce: and what 
„ Js it that beareth bzeath, 

„ wat by the hauing life, it is 

„ Dubieced vnto death, gc. 


„ The 


Diana_. 


„ The moꝛe fronger the Caſtle is, 

» And harder to be wonne, 

„The moꝛe eternall honour bath, 

p2 The man that can get if . 

„ And vertue neuer will gine on'r, 
„ Without a great conflict, ec. 


To fudge a Pumaine heart tis a 
»» Labpzinth , much bnwide, 
„ Wherein we loſe vs, if we haus 


»» Not experaunce foz guide. ec. 


„Che woman nere ſo conffaunt , oz 

„ the Caffle nere ſo ſfrong : 

„ If th'one will heare,and th vrher ſpeake, 
„ They do not endure long. tc. 


q New kinde of yerces deuiſed by him : 


and are « wofull kinde of meter, to 
fing a loue, or death in. 


T_ Ike the dolefall birde languilhing, 
the which doth ſing, 
Der fafall ſong in ſwete accozdes, 
Betaking her ſelle to her death, 
wearle of bzeath : 
On Meander her flozie bozdes, 
And enen ſo J, without hope that 
it belpes me ought, 
Bede w thy handes, here with my feares : 
Foz J perceiue by thy rigoꝛe, 
that-fo my doloze ! 
The Gods themſelues haue ſtopt their eares. 


Though ſpeake Dian, what might thou meane, 


by this extreame. 


Mi inons. © 


D. i. Crueltr. 


Diana. 
Fayze eyes : Dait thou thinke that when death, 
bath twke my bzeath: 
J will ende theſe cries of mine, 
Ho, no, thou art deccin'd fo2 then, 
my lpzite agen, 
Shall followe thee fro place fo place, 


Exclayming on tby crueltie, 
voide of pittie. xc, 


FINIS. 


Ode. 


( Dme, come Simonid, and Anacreon, 
Come and laye pour money to mine : 

And let vs goe and finde out Corydon ; 
And be once dꝛonke with new wine, 

Boye : bꝛing byther the greateſt glaTle , 
And fpll,though it runne tyll to mozrowe. 
Herre holde mp Anacre-on quaſſe, 

When we are dzonke, we haue no ſozrowe, 

But firſt J would thy Bathyll were 

Come with her Lute, that we might dauncs, 

And that our olde Ronſard of Fraunce, 
With bis Caſſandra te were here. 

And what ſayſt Simon d ſhall we ſend, 
Foz our Wenches, now at beginning: 

Hi , be that lones not Wine, and Momen, 
Will never make a holſame ende. 


Odellet. 


Odellets. 
i Odcllct, 


Dian, if it might come fo paſſe : 
Oꝛ that I might haue my deſire: 
J would to the Gods that J were, 
Earned into thy loking Olaſſe . 
D: to the pillowe of this bead : * 
WHereon thou layſt thy daintie head. 
Oz to water, that J might wah the: 
D) to thy roabe, that thou migbtſt weare me : 
Oz that hang here on thy teatine , 
J would J were theſe pearles of thine. 
Oz my Dian, to tell thee true, 
A would J could be but thy ſhew, 


Odellet. 


J One will ng the great feates of Armes 
of Rome: (ome other the alarmes 
of Thebs : and ſome other of Troye, 
And both the ſiedge, and the efroye. 
But what haue J to do with warriers: 
Meddle J then with thoſe that fit : 
No, no, J nere hurt any pet: 
N22 nere men to come among ſoldiers, 
I tare not foz the Thracian God: 
Jam no man that ſœketh blod: 
But like the olde voct Annacron, 
It pleaſes me well to be Biberon. 
And thus in a Selloz to quafec , 
So that ſome Wench be by to lauffe, 
And with Bacchus, and Citherats , 
J meane to ſpend all my whole dayes. 


D. iii. Odel- 


Odellets. 
Odcller. 


Op: reach hyther the bottles, that 
J may tale of thy crimion lycoz: 
Foꝛ when J am in any doloz, 
It onelie retopces my heart. 
The deuill made money J thinke : 
Foz without money, what a lining, 
Have we that ſerue conefous women: 
And without it we can not dzinke, 
Learning is not now wozth a penny, 
And theſe wines care foz no fapze lokes , 
And what ſhall a man do with Bokes, 


Faith bang, if he can get no mony, 


B 


Odellet. 


Bt wby unce, deatb will not retard, 
Foz any gift that we her offer : 

Py pyolle, what belpes it to gard, 

This golde, a rouſting in a coffer, 
Js't not better that whiles we line, 

Wie gine our ſelues to learning: when 
Better then onght elſe we can gine, 
(Dead) it makes vs fo reuiue agen, 


FINIS, 


Stanſſe. 
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Stanſſe. 


Jeu que ie hay (renſard) qui rien ue ſe propoxe, 
2s 4 tromper une amour d us liguage allechant, 
Dian ie vos pry aiex loreille ecloze, 
Afﬀen de mouyr point la doulceur de ſon chant. 
Nom ie hay plus que mort ſa Caſandre inplacable, 
Au caur ou le Burin d'une douce Pitye, 
Ne ſent grauer benin vn ſeull trait damytic, 
5 Car on doibt payer I amour d une amitye ſemblable. 


Quadran. 


Lon ne peut inger leſant dans le viſage, 4 
Sy I amant eſt delle, ow vola 


18 en amonre : 4 
P our le ſcauoir an vray fueilleter le Courage, 


» Car ls durable auytye ne ſe preuue en vn ioue. 


Quadran. 


Non non, Ie ne tiens point pour guerrier valeureax, 

ng tas de jeunes ſots qui ventant leur Vaillance, WES 
„Au fruit on mater? larbre : a laperſeuerance, BY; 
Lon remarque anſii toft vn gall ant amourens. 


1 


